XIV
HUMOUR

THE Castle of Joyous Gard was always full
of laughter; not the wild giggling, I think,
of reckless people, which the writer of Pro-
verbs said was like the crackling of thorns
under a pot; that is a wearisome and even
an ugly thing, because it does not mean that
people are honestly amused, but have some
basely exciting thing in their minds.
Laughter must be light-hearted, not light-
minded. Still less was it the dismal tittering
of ill-natured people over mean gossip,
which is another of the ugly sounds of
life. No, I think it was rather the laughter
of cheerful people, glad to be amused, who
hardly knew that they were laughing; that
is a wholesome exercise enough. It was the
laughter of men and women, with heavy
enough business behind them and before
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